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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 
CRAYONS OF DOMINICA 

UNDER THE SAMAN 

Under the circular shadow of the jetty's saman 
Creamy high-humped cattle munch the sweet pods: 
The zebus browse placidly against the blue and black 
Of the sea and a distant promontory. 
On this promontory de Bouille defeated Stuart ; 
On this sea Rodney defeated de Grasse. 

THE LITTLE DONKEY 

Gil ti bourique a-moinl 
And around the bend 
Swing enormous panniers 
Swaying to tiny mincing feet. 

Are you weary, little friend, 

Mouse to these huge mornes? 

Or does the beauty of your burden 

Make it light? — 

Lilies and fresh white roses 

For Notre-Dame de Lourdes! 

FIRST GROWTH 

The natives call this shadowless silence the grands-bois 
And tell you these matted buttressed masses are trees — 
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Frontagers, chataigners , bois blancs and gommiers — 
That solid darkness above, nothing but leaves. 
No! I am creeping between the legs of monsters, 
Mammoths and mastodons tangled in merciless vines. 
It is their bellies that block the scorching sunlight: 
The drops that fall are their sweat as they strain to the 
clouds. 

CARIBBEAN NIGHTS 

There are too many stars : 
They jostle; 

They quarrel with the moon 
Till she grows sullen. 

The fireflies are more quiet, 
More generous; 

Their little lamps reveal flowers 
And love-looks and smiles. 

Richard Butler Glaenzer 



[251] 



